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Poor Boys in Law.

To the Bditor, The Washington Herald:

Your editorial, entitled “Raising
the Bars,” which Appeared In the is-
sus of Septemben, 1, should be read
by every American in the country.
L. for one, am glad to learn that
in our national eclty thers 1s &t
. least one editor broadminded und
courageous enough to “speak out in
open meeting” In behalf of the poor
boys of the natlon

Hard work is the main stock In
trade of the poor boy of thls coun-
try and if, by the sweat of his brow
and the burning of midnight oil be
masters the principles of the law
sufficiently to pass the bar examia-
ation of his home State, which, by
the way, should be the sole test of
his fitness T fail to see whose busi-
ness |t Is whether he acquires &
college education or not.

People whom a college education
has benefitted realize thai they do
not know so much, after all, and are
certainly the last to Insist that &
man cannot make good In this coun-
try because he has not been meas-
ured with the same yard-stick of
“higher learning™

L. F. SUMMERALL,

Page Uncle Toby.

Te the Editor, The Washington Herald:
Apropos of the recent discussion

in the “Open Court” of the Boul,
Spirit, Hall, Future Life, etec., 1
would llke to knew what Yyour
readers. who appear to be well-

read om many suhjects, think of
tha devil Is he personal Is he
omnipresent® What are his chief
characteristics? Does he not .at-
tend strictly to his own business.
move in the bhest =soclety, and
naver intrude himself where he 1a
not wanted?

The Rev. “Rilly” Sunday, at the
close of his §100,000 campaign In
Washingtan a few years ago, told
his large audiences that “the devil
will take a long vacation from
Washington at the close of this

meeting.” Doea the increased at-
tendance at church services, or the
lessened activities of the police

couris verify the statemenl?

of bdbusiness, who would

work assigned to that part u! tl'u
universe? If there is a hell for
the punishment of the sinner,
somebody must be Iin charge to re-
pleniah the brimstone and wield
the pitehfork; and from his long
experience and general efficlancy,
the prepent devil merits a contin-
pation in office even If there is a
necesasity to. reduce the foree In

other departments. Gm nq. lat

us reason together.
!'- M. OTTINGER.

Cruelty to Ani-ab.
To the Editor, The Washington Hernll:

In puuuully every large cily
there Is a branch of the Society for
the Prevention of Crueslty to Ani-
mals, and this city is no exception,
and yet one constantly sees much
cruelty to and neglect of our dumb
friends. It is the writer's under-
standing that the 8. P. C, A. has
among its membera many of the
wealthy ef -the land and that it is
well msupported financially. My
pfr::lu.l experience has been that

I have written to the 8 P,
. A, regarding certain conditions
existing in the city I was Hving In
at the time I wrote, my letter would
not recelve the courtesy of an ac-
knowledgment and the conditions
to which I called attention, rémained
unchanged, but this spirit Is often
prevalent when help is paid to do
bumanitarian work.

A few weeks ago in Washington
there was a pagade on Pennsylvania
avenue. the object of which was
to enlist the sympathies of the
people In our dumb friends and to
influence us all to give more time
and attention to the care of same.
I am. therefore, constrained to
bring to the attention of wour
readers the pitiful plight of the
humhble hens that we see huddled.in
crates outside many of the grogery
stores In this city. True, théy are
awalting execution, but must they
be tortured In the Interim? The
hen is accustomed to anything but
a cage; it likes to flap its wings
and seratch for food. These poor crea-
tures are penned up for hours at a
time in a box so small that they

. above matters.

.'ﬂ m

nuu away from tho .un
baking and In many
near with
© thelr parched
is given to
them It becomes warm.and dirty
and is so far removed that It is
almost impossible for the hens to
reach it through the narrow bars

of their cages.
It should uma imperative that
a portion of at least one bar be re-

- moved to enable the hen to recch

its head out easily to drink of the
water standing Iin a receptacle and
that said water be changed several
times & day; also that the fow!
should be fed until disposed of by
sale. Now, if the 8. P. C. A, Is in-
capable of changing these condi-
tions, why do not the permonas in
various neighborhoods interest
themsclves In same and put an end
to thias cruelty? I should also llke
to suggest that if anyone is found
carrying a hen with its head down,
sald person should be made liable
to arrest and a fine. 1 belleve if
the policemen on the varloum besuts
were to interest fhemselves in the
much of this an-
necessary cruelty could bo put an
end to.

May I further ask, by way of in-
formation, if it is lawful for live

fleh and other sea food to ba kept .

Selentlsts tell us that fish
only a slight sensation of
pain. Do they know this to be a
fact? We know that to hold & piece
of ice. In our hands but a few mo-
ments causes the most exquisite
suffering from contact with the
cold. Could not & law be pasased to
compel vendors of sea produce to
keep same in their natural environ-
ment until they are required for food
Doesg not this come within the juris-
dic.tllm of the 8. P. C. A. also?

I have read certain publications of
the 8. P. C. A. enumerating the
work that has been done by =aine,
but while no doubt much has been
done, there is still mueh to do, and
it Is often the small things that
count. In New York City and in
other cities In winter almost any

n jee?
have
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puch animals, the ground slippery,

tae drivers Leating the poor crea-

trres that are trying

to do their Fest, ﬂml;nmwm:;:{

behind to glve the nas

&nd yet there are M'B.-‘g c. .L“:-:p-

resentatives there Lo procwr. Eure.

Iy this weglthy soclety could we!l

Jsfford to Keep representatives in

‘seYeral such sections of aii mrge

cities. MARION WELsSH.
Washington, D. C. y

Sees God in the Clouds.
Te the Hdites, The Washinglen Heraid:

And who can tell when doctors
disagree? Mr. Editor, will you kindly
allow me to waste spme more per-
fectly good paper with another
“very crude” wsplel on the subject,
the soul? This is my first offense.
However, there s bLéing written so
much bunk and surplus temmy-rot,
that I ses no good reason for not
contributing my share of game.

Now, Mr, ‘Snukehunter, or Snake
Charmer, whoever you are, there Is
an_essencéd of sense In your article,
and, in my humble opinion, such Is
entirely Iuhlp. in the “scholarly
and erudite” masterpleces of your
crities. 8o take couruge. You have
at least one follower. You cam go
like Gulliver to the horse for sense
and let these high-browed dogtors
of theology bask on the flying Isle
of Laputa, with one eof their eyes
cocked to the senith and the other
toward thelr corpulent walst lines
and Awith F street flappers to wake
them up st feading time.

I am a poor Indian, who sees God
in the cloufls, in the great firma-
ment, and In the beakers and test
tubes of my laboratory. If 1 de-
pended upon theologlans to gonvince

me of an infinite God, If I took se-
rlmulr one-tenth of 1 per cent of
what they say, then to my find, ur
soul or spiri
could be no God.
As to the soul.

-

When all the ar-

guments are finished and the young-,

est oritic has fried. ang If it pleases
God, why, maybe, we shall know all

(it I have any), there

anhwlal‘lvllq:t

personality? Is it the soul, the
mind, or is it the spirit? We have
phrenoclogists and ps-choanalysts,
who by observing Lhe various
bumps on our domeg of thought can

‘tell us all about ourselves. Does

the soul give us these bumps?
How do ybu differentiate between
the soul of an intelligent man, like

Edison, and the soul of an ignora-
mus who never thinks for himself |
and who i1 just as likely to be a
Eypsy a8 a Baptist preacher, the
choice depending on which of the
two phases of civilization first in-
fluences him?

What is common sense¢? Is it an
attribute of the scul? Is it at any
rate, the rarest ot all God's given
gifta to man? Has a dog of &
rattlesnake a soul? When a dog
comes to me, wagging his tail, 1
know that he is sincere in his man-
ifestations of friendship, but men
meet, rhake hands, flatter and pal-
aver .and then proceed in & most
rofined manner to cut one another’'s
throata " And a rattiesnakg, why
he is at least gentiman encugh to
warn you before he spills his poi-
L

Are =uch natural . attributes as
backbone, patriotism, perseverence
and willpower, are they of the soul.
or minds, or are they of the spleen?
Has a slacker with a wellow streak
a yard wide. a soul? Have gossips,
scandalmongers, echaracter assas-
sina?

But why waste time In, trying to
convince anyone that Yyour own
ideas are the only right ones. Why
not chuck this futlle econtroversy
about souls and make this page
one from which we can gain some
real facts and information?

¢ L. A PALMER

Washington, D. C.

The Pusheart Pedlers.

Te the Bditor, The Washington Heraid:

5

, it is sheer perseculion to compel
them to keep on the move.
had you thought that a eart jn motion
is a much greater obstruction to
trafic? Who wants Tony lo “‘move
on™"
E C HELM

Ma.

Pellagra Scare.

To the Editor, The Washington Heraid:
The recent pelagra scare, which
was not justified by the facts, does
the South a gross Injustice. Tae
probabl;: cause of this misrepros
sentation of the Bouth is the #n-
thusiasm of Dr. Goldberger, an of-
ficer in the United MNiatés Publie
Health Bervice. who Is - bressed
with the idea that a die! of “ecorn
bread, syrup and bacou® Is th: scle
ciuse of pellagra. v
Goldberger reasoned thar with
th« low price of cottor the peuple of
the S8cvth would have to exist om
this dict, and therefore thers must
be an increase of peilarmra Fe avi-
dentiy does not know that the farm-
vre uf the Boulh have raiged more
ford erops than before the war.
“he majority of plhssiciang whe
have had mest experience with the
dirangg do not accent Coldberge:'s

Mount Ranier,

“The Flag” deserves some comment.

in my opinion, in tbc M c.il'l.
You fall to ]

d why
,the line of march mobody stood at

attention. bared their head, or
shouted out their love for the flag
By the way. what do you mean bp
the ofMcial fNag? I had supposed

editorial that any flag with thirteen
alternate red and white stripes with
forty-eight siars on a Llug field was
official enougk for anybody. But
now it seems that only when oar-
ried at the head of a column with
band music does it become official

The shouting, nolsy, salpting man
is mot alwayw the patriot. It seems
to me that & guiet respect for our
country is far better than the wild
acclaim whenever and wherever the
flag is shown, You wanil to return
to the conditions when the war was
on in this flag business. 1, for one.
d0 pot. In those alleged patriolie
days any cheap act on any cheap
stage could get a great round eof
applausg by displaying the flag. It
was enough te make an American
sick. Any coarse man whoe wag in
the habit of making speeches i
those days used to wrap himself in
the flag for want of something te
Say: not that there Wasn't some-

thing to say, but he was unable to
say it. hence his recourse to the
flag.

No, respect is here in plenty for
the flag Americans simply, neow
relieved of war hysteria, show their
reapect in a milder and far more
wholesome magner.

Thers is nothing sspecially hely
about the flag: it is only as good

Further, If the devil be put out

THE CYCLONE

[Continued from presteing page.]

take her back with ye new? Is she afraid
0" bein’ a poor man’s wife™

“irs me that's afraid—not hew,™ Len
weknowled=ed. = She was ready to go, first
off. She's offering to go mow. But, I aint
ready for her, yet.™

= {xedDe yo're right—mebbe ye wont hawe
»o moch (o regret—" Sam Baxter's voice was
unstenay. = Sut—it's a mighty hard thing te
ko wWhen we are ready to live.™

=1 don't guesa I'll have any troubb telling
whan I'm ready,” Lon stated fervemtly, still
blind to the wisdom of age. “ Only—I'm not
going Into debt for I~

And though Edna, once more putting re-
sarvo aside, urged, pleaded even, that she
was ready to go back with him, he refused to
listen, and left her with & renewed premise.
* Il have the house done and ready fer yeu
by New Years”™

Another soring was come and Lon, with
high hopes im hic heart, again walked step
by step, hour after hour, day succeeding day.
week In and week out, over his fieida, plough-
ing, harrowing, seedin~going through ali
the infinite motions, performed with blind
faith in forces beyond human contrel, that
makes up the gigantic game called farming.

Again he saw the gentle mist of green
erseping over black loam; the delicats curiing
fingers of corn reaching upward; the sthereal
bix of flax bi . bending and blend-
ing in the breess. And later on, he saw the
sun rise higher and higher, shining each day
with a pitiless heat from a cloudless sky.
He kept the plough going while the parehed
soll burmed his soles and clouds of dust
echoked his lungs. But the dry winds and
the blazing sun seared and yellowed the
vﬂm“(nl{n.th.hrmm“
wiited, and the flax stalks became dry straw.

Lom watrhed it all, at times with a heavy,
dead fealing of despair, and again in a blase
of resentment. ~ It's tough,” he crisd out to
Jim Prosser, " t's damned tough—after all
the rest! And there's my well—water with-
esut snd—you know how it nearly got away
with me befors I could get the curb in. If
| B

“Yeu," FProsser nodded “thal's . We
must have brrigation in this country. There
s plenty of water underground—we've got
to get it oo top, whefe we can use it when
we need it. But you can’t do anything this
year. We'll just have to lese this crop.”

* I wonder——" Lon began, With a sudden
dnsperate hope he set himself to rigging up
a cude flume and opening up furrows.

can scarcely

move, no care being

Proaser found him tossing with f.ver. For
three weeks he lay heipless with a low fever
that left him weak and despondent But
through it all he would not“permit tha
Prossers to write to his father or Edna

Molly rebelously asserted that she "would
taks the responsibility on har own shouiders,
and wrote Edna a long letter. But her hus-
band refused to mail it without Leon's oen-
sent.

= But he's t00 sick Lo knecy whet A galy”
Molly scolded. ™ He's weak as & bady In mind
as well as in body™

“Forget it™ Jim _solded. “Lea ! tww
may be as wobbly as a kiiten en hie legs,
but his head is all right. He knows what's
what—tajks irrigation plant all the time.”

And still no rain cams. Len was up sad
about. As he.saw months of hard labor—
for man and for beast—turned inte useless
wisps ef straw and all his carefuly matured
plans changed ints idls dressna the subtle
bardening of charmcter and softening of
judgment that turns the bey inte the man
want on within him.

It was the man who sat down one Sunday
afterncoa befors the reugh board table of his
shack and wrots:

“1 made & big mivke when T ploked omt
my homestead. It seems there is lable to
be ons dry ysar out of thres in this seotion
of the country. I'll have to put in a wind-
mill and sn frrigation plant before I ean
build the house. I can’t ask you to wait any
longer, Edna. I a'poss your father was right
—1I hadn't ought to have asked you to marry
me. And you cught to have sald ‘mo,’ first
off. BSo, dear girl, you are fres. Try te
forget me. and forgive me for taking eo much
out of your life—you know how it has beer
with me—"

He sent the letter amd, &8 be ploked hie
stunted corn, he brooded despairingly ower
his fallure. When Prosser showuted:

“ Here, old man! Your girl hasa't forgotten
you—it's a fat one™ Hae took the envelepe In
a hand that shook.

Alone, be read: *“ Unless ysu mads a mis-
take in picking me out, toa, Lom, we will
keep on walting together—if you insist on
waiting.™

In spits of her loyuity he leoked ahead
that dismal winter with determination rather
than the confidence that had carried him
forward thus far. The firm conviction and
the courage that had counted sach hindrance
simply as a delay almost went out of him.

“ Perhaps I have been wrong from the start
—maybe I'd ought to have borrowed the
money and married Edna that first year,” he
ruminated. “] might pet have made suoch
a fiat faflure that way, though everything
was aguinst me.”

Hs bad taksn owt his final papers now and
could easily piace a mortgage on his land.
Bdna, knowing this, wrote:

. *'The way is open, now, Lon. By borvew-
ing $500 you can build a house that will
be plenty good to start with, and I am sure
I ean save you $500 tn & year or twe. It's
business, dear. Everybody borrows in order
t6 make. I know how you feel—but be rea-

. somable.”

Yet, though Len acknowlefiged that he
was unreasonsbie; though he knew in his
own sotl that his fear was cowardly; though
he feit that his desire for happiness matched
Bdoa’s own; the dread of debt had-becofne »o
struggle was so unylelding that he could not
bring himself to act upon her counsel.

There was a difference aftar that. Ne
ecompisints, no reproaches appeared in Eina's
lotters; but there was less of the cheerful
mﬂdﬂﬁﬂh““.

M!-.m.m-l_-w.'

from day-wake to the last streak of Nght,
was too engrossed in his fight to give much
hesd to anything not present and tangfbie.
Sometimes ‘weeks elapeed their
lettars.

A new year's crop was premising well. N

the next dry season. It waw now harvast
time. By sxchanging work with Prosser and
Lane, Baxter had their ald im outting and
stackinghis wheat He was driving the
mowing machine ons scorching August fore-

noon. As he looked back over the even rifts -

of straw he was thinking:

* If nothing happens I'll come out ahead at
st this sesson. EdnaT be giad ™

And then he began to think. When had
Edna‘s last letter come? *“ Why,” in sudden
realization, “ that letter was before haying!'
She hasn't answered my last lettar—it wasnt
really werth answering—just a nots. I—
maybe she's got tired st last. I couldm™
blame her.”

He drove on, conscious new of the heat the
dust, the sting of chaff and perspiration.
What was the use of all this grinding work
if it were not for Bdnat™ He tried to think
of life without Edna—what would happen if
she had really changed ber mind? At last
he could stand this new fear no longer. He
was ahead of the rake. He left his team
standing and went to the house. He found
her last letter and read it over. It was brief.
It answered none of the gquestiens in his
mind.

“ Edna, darling.” he wrote, “Mt's a long
time since your last letter; you haven't an-
swered my last note. I know you can't be
sick or my father would let me know. I am
afrald—maybe you have made up your mind
not to walt any longer. I coulda't blame you
for that. I knmow I bhaven't dome right—
keeping you waiting for me so long. And I
baven't even writtan to you lke I odght
Bomehow I couldn’t tell you how hard things
were. Sometimes it has sesmed ms If it was
no wee. I'd have to give up and go back to
hiring out. It looks like a fair yield this
year, and then—but I don't dare make any
more promises, I have broken so many—I
want you to be happy, Ena. More than
anything else 1 want that. If you have
found some other man that cam make you
happler than I can I won't say a word. Omly,
I shall always love you—I'll try to stand H—
but I can't think about ft.”

That night, when the last chore was done,
Lon Baxter started for the nearest post-
office, mine miles away. He would not put
this added burden om his falthful horses.
Waearily he plodded om through soft dark-
ness, thinking messages of love and longing
which be had mot put om the paper—perhaps
they reached Hdna's heart just the same.

The long years of her waiting had not been
easy for Bdna. Her father had never ceased
his reviling of Lon and ugly comments upon
ber foolishness. As time went on his anger
became constant and harsssing. At first
Bdna, living in her own world of happy
, haard him indifferently. Bhe spent

bhours in preparing against her

the dainty things no realwirl will

“hwﬂmnmdﬁm
= Here's Lem Randall ready to marry ye at
the word. He's pot 320 acres as good land
ﬂﬁ-thhth’lhdm and I'll give
him another quarter when you are married:
You take him and git into & bome of your
own, 1 tell you.”

* Lem thinks a lot more about that quarter
section of land than he does about me.”
Bdna retorted. “ You can give him the land

. if'you want to, but I'm met a prise package

to go with .~
+ He swore at her. “ Why sin't you sensible
¥ke Milly and Grace? Look st Milly. Bd
Besson bas just bought s mew farm—that
‘makes him a hull section—nigh all clear.
He'Tl be a rich man befors many years.”
“Yes. And look at Milly! What good does
bis land &0 her? Ha wor't oven buy her a
washing maschine. She’s an old woman at
thirty-thres.” Edna responded with epirit
'_hl.-__-l_.ﬂl,ﬂh_l!!l_'lh‘ﬁh

*Lon will never be A8 mean to me as Ed
is to sister. He will never lot me milk ten
down.”

In the strength of her sure love and hope it
had been easy to defend her lover and her-
self. Her father's most savage attacks, the

* sneers of her sisters, the questioning or pity-

ing glances of her girl friends, all passed
her by. But as the ysars slipped sway it
was only the desp, strong current of her love
and the steadfastness of her nature that held
Edns up under the hardness of her life.

Goodrich, when he found that Edna would
not consider Randall, mor accept the atten-
tons of other men tantatively offered, de-
clared: *“'Well, if you think I am going to
keep eon supporting you In Iidleness until
Lon Baxter can make enough to feed two
meuths ye're mistaken. Hatty can go and
you can do her work"™

“ But, pa,” Mre. Goodrich pleaded anxious-
Iy,” it takes all thres of us to feed and ciean
after four men, and take care o' the milk,
and the chickens, and the garden, to msay
nothin’ "bout fesdin’ pigs and calves. We all
o' us—Edna does mor'n her share by rights
now—we all o' us work hard the better part
o fourtesn hours a day.”

Yet, though * Ma Goodrich,” by her weight
and ber rheumatism, and her long years of
service, was entitied to relief rather than,
new burdens, her husband carried out his
threat. Hetty, who had “ helped " since Edna
was a child, was dismissed. Mother and
daughter were compelled to the drudgery
that eats the vitality out of the most robust
body and the most hopeful soul.

Lon had no suspicion of what life had come
to be to the overburdensd and much harried
gtrli Bhe had bean pretty and popular, had
wang in the cheir of the Baptist church, and
been counted in for all merrymakings. He
thought of her still as the village belle, before
whom he had trembled. Has was still won-
dering how she had ever ceme to favor the
big, awkward lout he felt himaself to be.

In her own heart of Iate Edna had found
mm:utmluw:
he no longer wanted her. It was in despair
that she had determined not to answer his
iast hurried note. She would put him to this
test: if he did not speak she would admit that
#t had all been = blunder and try io gather
up her life and make something of what was
Jeft, after she had torn her one love out of her
heart. Day after day passed with no letter.
It was the feverish, hurrying time of harvest
and she had few spare moments—nor had
Lon, she toM herself. Yet, with siowly dying
faith, she waited and feared and tried to
hope. ;
One night her father, with & eontemptadus
snort, tossed her a letter he Imd brought
from town. “ 'Pears like your masn ain't in
ne hurry about writin’ these days™ bhe ob-
served, acidly.

. Bhe mads no answer. She waited until she
was in her own room, at the end of a scoring’
day's work. Her lips were white as she
siipped the sheet from the envelope and read
the words that had come from Len's heart.

She read the lettor over again with quickly

. responding spirit. But the sparkie and glow

"ot love's first happy bours had besn sorely

atmmed by toll and dissppointment.

Once mode, with & new seasof, the resur-
recting force of spring pulsed in Lon's veins.
The man who drops sesd 1nto freshly stirred

'depth of Mother Earth cannot help count-

ing on the harvest, however often or bitterly
she has flouted him. This year the winds
‘wers gentle, rain came at the right moment,
the sun was tempered. The yield was o
mcmm-mwm’

with & touch of pride as he remembered the
m““mw.m

childhood Ha settled hir ovwe &t on his
broad shoulders and sent a last appraising
look about the room. It was square—and
bare; a door and window to the east, a dou
ble window to the south, through which the
April sunshine flooded., gilding the yellow
paint of the fioor. The open * butt'ry ~ door
showed clean pine sheives, the mDew ocook
stove shome with nickel and mica. The big,
black weood recker, which had besn the ome
luxury of his dugout, stood near a small cans
seated rocker. Edna would sit here to sew,
or perhaps—by and by—she might rock and
sing lullsbys. He laid a oaressing bhand en
it at the thought

He looked into the tiny bedroom—ils walle
covered with the chespest of paper—a trall-
ing vine pattern, with piak and biue Sewers.
Somehow that had seemed to belong to Edna.
The bedstead and the dresser weres of the
shinlest—they had given up the wedding st
bome to pay for that * sulte

“It'l look scruptions when she gets ber
little grim-eracks around™ he teld himsell
with a smile. As be moved toward the
back door he spoke out Joud:

= It's convenlent and comfortable—— ™ be
slanced around ance more, “and shel make
it beauttfull And it's il pald for—there
ain't any mortgage, or debt, thank God' =

His thanksgiving was so devout that he
took off his cap and paused a somber lght
iIn the steady eyes.

“ Bhe shan't never work bersell to death
the way mother Aid," be was thinking. *It's
been hard—allfired bhard for both of ua
walting #0 long—five years! But I'm glad
I stuck it cut. New we are beginning right,
anyway.” At this moment he was suvrer
than ever of that

The fixity of the fromen plains was in the
sturdy form and strongly biocked face of the
man, as he jogged over the half-thawed road.
Yet his thoughts were leaping forward
tumultuousiy. Tomerrow, Bdna would step
from the train to his arms! Tomorrow, Edna
would be his wife! Tomorrow, shes would
come to the house he had buiit for her!
In this hour, the past—that bad so long and
painfully prepared—or bindered—the way for
tomorrow, countsd for mothing. Tomarrow,
for the first time, he would begin to Nve.

It was three ¢'clock the next afternoon be-

“ Yes, It's a cyclons,” hs answersd Bdma's
gasping word, while he used both hands

_ hold his plunging team. Ho turned again
* townard the hurtling mass whoss ravening

breath was already brushing their faces
“Get out and lie fiat on the greand™ he

"Girectsd. Before she could cbey. the clowd

veered and roared away to nartbesst
= It's gone over,” his Voles avery
"hn..ﬁ.l-uch-ll' ~|-r

day in the section of the wnarfs vau about it. Somebody sald: "“An hon- Here's hoping the pusheart ven- thoory. It ix undoubtixlly true that as the country behind it
will see horse after horse Etraining est mdn I8 the noblest work of God.” dors win out Iin their fight against the poorly nourished individual is Respectfully,
every muscle in an endeavor to pull Aye, 50 |8 he, and the scarcest, too. the enforcement of the ordinance susceptible to pellagra. just as he BRUCE DOUGLAS
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vagrant twister ke that mever does any
harm It hit the ground somewhers e
peter out i chin alr.™

I must go and ses Molly soen™ Hina
mid *1 fesl as f I knew hor alrendy—and
the baby, ton.”

Al last the team swung inis & Fwifier et
of their own aecord. ~ 'We are almost thawe ™
Baxter spoke tensely. He bad falt all the
time that be should not be sure this was s
ewn Edna—the woman of his bopes and &
stro—anti] she had cressed the thrushold of
thetr home untfl he had benrd har frek
words of undsrstanding and appresiafies

Bdna, looking ahead eagerly through wel
ng twilight, mafde out the bulk of the barn
Then Lon drew up the horses so sharply that
she was almost pitched out of her sest

phe. AL laat Lon spoke agaln:

It i the Hand o' God. The Hand ¢ Ged
bas struck ua like it @1d my folks Five
yeare—gone—it's the end'” Despalr, ool
blank despair had shut down upon his soul

Edns @4 not speak. All the strain, sll the
dullness, all the suffering of the years seemed
lumped upou her heart. In that moment the
last trace of sweet girlishness dled in her
face. But—she was bere, beside ber man.
His salvation was in ber bands The rich

hood of the p mothers of o
race blossomed into fullness

“No, Lon ™~ she spoke gquietly and wshe
reached uwp and laid protecting armas aboul
his stiffened shoulders. * Ne, dear, it s net
the end! It is only the beginming—the right
beginning—together.™

A sob tore wp through the man's body
He dropped his head to bar breast. He gave
bimself to the gomfiert of her touch of her
iips, as they murmured broken words of lova.
as they kimsed his tear-wet chesks. ~ That's
right,” he whispered hoarsely. ~ That's rightd
I have been wrong all the time Bdna! Oh.
Edna, chn you ever forgive me?”

Presently, In the humility of one whe has
been chastensd inte recognition of his ewn
Smnitencss, he went on:

* Tomorrow I will go to the bank and ask
for a loan—enough to build another houss ™

“No, you won't, Lon!* Hina siipped =
band into his and &rew him sway from the
wreek, across the rough ground, untl they
reached a @mily eutiined biock at the resr.
They paseed before the biackness that
marked an epen doov, and Efne Swished

“We will not mortgage sur place mow,
Lon Ive always wantsd to Bve in this dup-
out, you know. And mow Im going te have
my wish. We will Just be contented have
togetber until yon get ancther crop and eas
bulld sgain”

Lon Baxter straightened wp. The rewes
won came:

* And that will be this yusa?™ he eried, the
strength and courage of youth amd lewe
the words.

Working together—Tks we sught ts have
been doing ol the thne—we'Tl beat this gud
dummned eoumtry yof Well buidl ansther
houss nest fall swrel™

_le,
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